ii4            '        BOTHWELL               [ACT n.

Enter DARNLEY, MORTON, ami RUTHVEN.
QutM.   Good morrow, sirs ; ye gave me no good

night,

Yet are you welcome even as life or death
Were welcome to me, coming with your will;
For without love of my good lords my lite
Were scarce worth holding out against their will,
But if it please them I should die not yet,
For their love's sake I give it welcome.   Sirs,
I have heard what terms ye lay upon mine head*
And bow beneath them willingly, being sure
It is but meet I should submit myself,
It is but fit mere majesty bow down
To take the burden by good men and wise
Imposed upon it; nor shall this be hard ;
For what ye did so suddenly and swift,
If there be power of pardon in me, here
With as good heart even as ye did the deed
Do I forgive it; nay, I should give you thanks
That ye vouchsafe of me to be forgiven;
For what am I among you ?   Let the bond
Be drawn between us presently to sign,
While for an hour's space I will walk and wait
Here with my noble brother, hand in hand,
And heart reposed on heart, eyes answering ey**,
With pure plain faith ; for what now in the world
Should lies or dumb dissembling profit me
Though I were natural liar ? as I do trust
Ye shall not find me but most faithful; yet,